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of dirt at him, and the bull, they say, is really
mad, has trampled down two flower-stalls and
a Jew's clothes-basket, and in the distance
coming in veiled harmonies through the summer
air there are the strains of a band, strains that
mingle with the scent of the roses and new-mown
hay and make the young dandy in his blue and
silver, reading his paper in one of the Turk's
Head Coffee Houses, think of Apollo Gardens
and St. George's Spa.

All this before mid-day, and while Georges
and Judith are yet happy dreaming- The room
in which Judith was sleeping was a large one,
Georges' little more than a closet. A shabby
place, Judith's room. The bed in which she
was had over it a very heavy mustard-coloured
canopy, covered with faded red roses. The
mantelpiece was tall and narrow, surmount-
ing a wretched stove, semi-circular, with a flat
front. There was a bowed fender of perforated
sheet brass, a scarred table, and a large china jar
filled with roses. There were two cupboards,
a mean stand with a wash-hand basin. On one
of the stiff high-backed chairs some of Judith's
clothing. On another most of Georges'. The
crimson bird hung in a gilt cage by the window,
but there was now green baize cloth over his
head. The sun poured in through Georges'
room into Judith's, lighting up patterns of dust
and the bare boards of the floor and the bright
green silk jacket over the chair and the silver
sheen of Georges' white waistcoat with buttons
of emerald. There were lying on the floor two